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Snatch away Us bag of dead things
And confound his calculations.

(Another group sings.)

The time comes when the world shall

know
that you're not banished in your own

shadows ;
Your heart shall bur si-in torrents

Out of the clasp of the ice ;
And your North wind turn its face
Against  the  haunts   of the flitting

phantoms*

There sounds the magician's drum9
And the sun waits with  laughter in

his glance9
To see your grey turn into green.

(Evening)

[The rear stage is darkened; the light
on the main stage dimmed to the
greyness of dark.]